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followed little paths that went like tunnels through the bush.
When he had gone far enough, he sat and smoked. Olga had
upset him. She had made thought impossible. Another cig-
arette and he returned, taking an easier path that led directly
down to the settlement. One of Sebastian's girls passed him,
the younger, that he called Maria. She was walking fast:
he wondered where she was going, and then forgot about her.
Dinner at the Le Blancs was uneventful. Olga was the
charming hostess, nothing more. Cocktails were served as
soon as he arrived. The professor's welcome was warm;
Reliefs friendly. There was no one else there: just the four of
them.
eWe have stopped treating you as a guest, you see/ Olga
said.
'That is nice of you. It's always awkward being a guest
when you can't return hospitality.'
Not that this conversation made any sense. He was more
a guest than ever; his obligation increasing with each meal.
cThe return of hospitality, Mr. Wilson,' the professor said,
eis to have you here with us. I sometimes think it's hard
on Olga to see the same faces all the time... to have to
listen to conversation of men who are completely absorbed in
their work. You can tell her of the world. Talk to her of
London, of Paris, of America.'
Wilson took a second Martini, so did Relief. Olga did not
drink. Dinner was announced. He sat on Olga's right. The
professor was opposite to her and Retief opposite him,
Hors d'oeuvres, petite marmite, grilled trout, guinea fowl
Marengo, and a compote of fruit. The wines were a Sauterne
and a Pomard. The meal was relatively silent. Being for-
eigners they enjoyed then- food. What conversation there was
was desultory. Olga did not speak at all, but sat with her eyes
downcast and a faint smile on her lips. 'Enigmatic,' Wilson
called it to himself, 'like a Sphinx.5 Then he was angry that